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signed about than I am; I wish the best, and will contribute what little I can to it; but if the worst happens, I have as much philosophy to bear it, and as many amusements to comfort me under it, as most people I know. As the utmost of my ambition is to serve my country and my friends, but not myself, I shall sacrifice neither to my ambition, and consequently lose the good opinion of neither, a great article, though a rare one in public life; but surely a comfortable one in private. Add health to this (and I recover it incredibly), which of course gives me the amusements of reading, writing, and society; and though I might be greater and richer, I am sure I cannot be happier.
I omit the usual peroration of compliments to yourself at the end of my letter, and only tell you, with the plainness and simplicity inseparable from truth, that it is impossible to be more affectionately,
Your faithful humble servant, CHESTERFIELD.
Pray lay me at his Royal High ness's feet, but without showing this letter, which is in too free a style.
I add this to my other letter, to tell you, that notwithstanding the postscript, you may show it the Prince or not, as you think proper; if you would have him see it, make a seeming difficulty at first, and make him force you at last.
It would be endless to give you an account of the various sallies and extravagancies of Pulteney, which change oftener than the wind; his main attention is